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My take on the reunion, | wanted to angle it a bit milder and more thoughtful than most portrayals I've read 
to conjure up something different and fresh. | hope | got at least somewhere close to achieving that :) 


‘| didn't think you'd come; | said, having to admitted that sounded harsh and cold but that was the first 


realization that came to mind. Junior was actually here. 


He scoffed, eyes narrowed in suspicion, ‘Thank you, nice for asking, I've been doing well for almost I0 years, 


how have you been? Oh great, | see; he said bitterly, a reply to the question | hadn't asked 


Stepping aside, | allowed him inside the hotel room. It was fairly large, as | had money to spend and afford the 
best. I'd picked a room with two beds instead of a kingsized one, knowing this night would most likely not end as 
friendly as | was hoping. | set a stern scowl on my face as he brushed past me without another word, dropping 
his sports bag onto the floor and hanging his leather jacket on the rack before heading to slump down on the 


couch settled in what could be described as the living room area. 


‘Nice place you hired, Mustaine. Trying to impress on somebody? he asked, but didn't look at me as he sat 
with his legs spread and stretched out, hands clasped on his lap. 


‘You know me, | like to have a nice place to stay, | responded a bit too rushed, completely ignoring the question 


asked. 


| had been particular with hiring a room that would feel comfortable but wouldn't scream luxury, these days | 
felt like | couldn't be too pompous or too greedy for obvious reasons. Still, seeing how he glanced around | sort 
of felt like maybe a slightly more expensive suit would have been accurate. But that didn't matter too much, it 
wasn't the room but the discussion for which I'd rented it that was important. It was the talk that needed to 

be done, the conversation that needed to be had away from family and friends. On our own, just the two of us. 


Secluded in a world of our own. 


‘Didn't think you rolled that way anymore,’ said David, matter of factly, knowing I'd get the hint. I'd always been 


the clever one. 


Pursing my lips | had to restrain myself not to give a nasty retort, instead | padded across the room to settle 
on the other side of the couch, as far away from him as possible but still close enough to touch him had | 
wanted to. Still close enough to get a whiff of his scent. It was the same, slightly spicy and musky with a ting 


of colonge. The same cologne he'd always worn, | noted. 


‘Look, this ain't gonna get us nowhere so let's lay all the cards on the table, huh? | called you for a reason, and 


you can take it or leave it, | said seriously, turning my head to look right at him. 


‘What I'm curious about is why you called, Dave. | thought you had enough hired lackeys to go around without 
calling in the troops. Did something change your mind?" he asked, looking back at me with those same dark 


chocolate eyes | remembered, only now they were lined with slight creases and age lines. 


| sighed, ‘I'm tired of running around trying to please people without caring for what's important. Junior, since 


‘Don't call me that. That's my first reprimand, or I'll be right out the door again, okay? l'm not Junior anymore, 


I'm David! 


His gaze was harsh and | was surprised by that sudden chill, swallowing hard and giving a short nod. What else 
could | do? If | was ever going to get where | aimed to, | would have to let it happen completely on his terms. 


He was the king and | was the pauper, if only in each other's eyes. 


‘Okay, I'm sorry, David, | - l'm tired of making enemies when really, | should be out there winning over allies. 
When | should be apologizing to people, like you, and put whatever went wrong in the past behind me. It's only 
fair, you know? To forget and forgive. | have another perception now, | didn't think that way twenty or even 


ten years ago, l'm giving it a chance, | explained and hoped he'd believe me. 


He frowned a bit, eyes searching my face for any traces of deception and finding none. | hoped that was what 
he saw at least, that there was no trickery and there were no lies. It wasn't a game anymore, it was all about 


mending broken bonds. Mending torn heart strings. 


‘That's gonna be difficult, Dave, if its what you really aim to do. When you burn all the bridges, you kinda 
purposely cut people short. It's gonna be hard for anyone to trust you even if you have come around, me 


included, he stated. 


| could only nod for an answer, looking down and letting one hand fiddle with one of my thick strawberry blonde 
curls. | knew he was right, | knew it would take a lot of work but | had still been hoping that of all people, he'd 


be the easiest to win back over and convince. it looked like I'd been foolishly mistaken. 


‘Yeah, | know that, that's why l'm willing to work for it, you know? | wanna make amends, | learnt a lot along 


the way, and if it's one thing I'll stand for it's that I'll do whatever it takes, by God: 


He let out a long, shaky exhale and leaned back, eyes glued to the ceiling. | felt itchy and nervous, fidgety like | 
couldn't stay in one place. Once the hope was stirred awake, my heart began beating fast, the feelings I'd long 


since forced to go underground rushing back to the surface. 


‘| really wanna believe you, Dave, | really do. But what you did, it was.. it was shitty, damn near unforgivable. 
How can you expect me to forgive you after just one random rushed call and a five minute conversation in 
some God forsaken hotel room? he honestly said, his voice sounding sad and tired and nothing like the intense 


tone he'd used a moment ago. 


My soul was urging me on, so | did as my gut told me to, scooting slightly closer to him to allow him to feel 
my presence there with him, hoping it would soothe rather than frighten. Heal rather than hurt. He flinched 


when he noticed my movements, but he didn't startle. He sayed in place, and let my hope grow. 
‘That's why I'm willing to work, if you would let me, | murmured, praying that he wouldn't turn away. 


My belly fluttered as he turned his head back to face me, his honeyblonde hair falling over his shoulders and 
those dark eyes settled on mine. My mouth went dry. | needed to save this, | needed us to go back to being 
friends. | knew we couldn't likely salvage every ounce of our former relationship, but if there was a tiny 


chance to save only a tenth, l'd grab it for all | was worth. I'd fight with teeth and claws to have that 
opportunity. 


‘You want to go back to the way it was before, right? he almost whispered, sadness and understanding in his 
eyes. 


My heart dropped immediately, my stomach sinking. He'd read me again. Everyone else who knew me, even my 
own wife, would say | was hard to get through to, difficult to map out. Impossible to see through. But David 
knew me. Still, after all these years he could see in my face what I'd left unspoken. Dropping my eyes to the 


floor, | couldn't face him. It was idiotic and selfish of me, to expect to once more hold that leash on him. 


‘Yeah,’ was all | could say, in a breath, barely audible. 


He sighed again and shook his head, a small smile on his lips, ‘You really are something else, Mustaine, 


unbelievable: 
‘Didn't think that surprised you anymore, | added, a sad smile twisting my own face. 


We sat in silence for God knows how long, him having returned to watching the ceiling as if the most intriguing 
passion play was running before his eyes. Me rolling my thumbs and scrunching up my nose as | tried not to 
look at him, but failed miserably when my eyes would instinctively creep to linger on his appearance. He was 
still handsome, much more masculine than he had been back in the day. His lips were thinner, his face more 
angled, but it didn't matter to me. He was still my Junior, he was still perfect. Except that he wasn't Junior 


anymore. 
‘Why did you ask me to come? he finally asked, breaking the heavy silence. 

‘Because we needed to talk, | simply replied. 

‘That's not all he pressed on 

Giving in, | sighed in frustration as my temper began to awaken despite my efforts to keep it under control, 
‘Fine, okay. | called you ‘cause.. ‘cause | want you back, | know it's fucked up of me to request that after all 


this time, but | felt like | had to give it a try at least. You'll never know if you don't, right? 


‘Yeah, but what is it you want back? The band? The writing process? The friendship? Or is it more than that? 
he kept on going, seemingly determined to get to the bottom of this issue. 


| drew my lips into a thin line, eyebrows furrowed, clasping my hands and begging God to help me remain calm 
and in control of the events. | couldn't lose it now, | was so close to getting what | needed. Taking a deep 


breath, | let the calm wash over me before replying. 


‘You know what it is | want, it's unfair to ask for, but you know what it is. | want you, David. | want you back, 


back with me. Back in the band, back in the process, back by my side: 


He gave me a long, evaluating look before he spoke again, expression softer this time and his eyes appeared 


kinder, almostm loving, ‘You want me back in you bed? 


| was taken aback by his answer, wanting to scream yes and it took a lot of effort out of me to shake my 


head, ‘Only if you want to, l'd never force you. If friendship is all you ask for, friendship is all Il be taking. 


‘And if it isn't? If | wanted more, too?" 


| stared at him, the mixed emotions washing through me but most prominent were nervousness, anticipation, 
hope and love. Oh, so much love, | didn't know if | could contain it. Needing to somehow convey my feelings, | 
reached for his hands, taking them in my larger ones and giving them an affectionate squeeze, needing to 


touch him. They still were the same, despite their slightly harshed texture and rougher feel. 


‘Then I'd say | love you, still, and | never stopped. I'd say l'm sorry for the shit | pulled, I'm sorry for being an 
asshole but I'd do anything to repent, | said honestly, feeling my heart skip a beat as his face lightened up. 


| shifted on the couch again to move closer to him, our knees brushing and reaching out | placed a hand on his 
cheek, tilting his head upwards just a bit. 


‘What would you answer? | urged, because | needed to know what his answer would be. 


Leaning closer to me, he murmured sweetly, ‘I'd say | love you too, and I'd be willing to give you another 


chance, despite your flaws: 
Rolling my eyes, | heard him snicker just a bit, letting my fingertips glide into his soft hair. 


‘Shut up, | mumbled before leaning down and pressing out lips together. 


